

The Tragedie <?/HamIet 

This was your husband, lookyou now what- folio Wes? 
Hcerc is your husband like a mil-dewed care, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : habe you cies ? 

Could you oil this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 
And batton on this Moore ; ha, haue you cies ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the bloud is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits vpon the iudgement,and whaciudgemeut 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
Elfe could you not haue motion, but fare that fence 
Is appoplextjformadneffe would noterre 
Nor fence to extafie was neere fo thral’d 
But it referu’d fome quantitie of choice 
To ferue in fuch a difference. What Deuill wad 
That thus hath cofond you at hodman-blind ? 

' Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands , or eies, fmelling fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy blulii r 
Rebellious hell. 

If thou eanft routine in a Matrons bone?, 

To flaming youth, let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no Ibamc 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge, 

Since fro ft it felfeas a&iuely doth burne, 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger . Ofl4»w/^fpeakenomorc, 

Thou turn’ft my very eies into my foule, 

And there I fee fuch black and gricued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin£L 
Ham. Nay but to\iue 
In the ranke fweat of an inccftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making louc 
Ouerthenaftie ftie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thcfe words like Daggers enter in my cares 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Hum . A muriherer and a villainc, 

A flaue that is not t^vcntUh pare thekyth® 
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Prince of Denmark 

Of your p-eccdent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut- pur fe of the Empire and the rule, 

That from a fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it in his pocket. 

Entet Ghetto 

Ham. A King of fliredi and patches, 

Saue me and houcrore me with your wings 
You heauenly guardtswhat would your gracious figure ? 
Ger . Alafle he*s mad. 

Ham . Doeyou not come your tardie tonne to chide. 
That lap' ft in time and paftion lets goc by 
Th* important a&ing ofyour dread Command, O fay ! 

Gbeji* Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighing foule ! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workej* 

Speakcto her Hamlet* 

Ham* Howisit with you Ladie? 
ger. Alaffc how i'ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your eie on vacancies 
And with tb’incorporall aire do hold dtfcour&. 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haiie l.kc life in excrements 
Starts yp and ftands an end : O gentle fonne l 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coolepatience, whereon do you looke? 

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glercs. 
His forme and caufc conioyned, preaching to ftoncs 
Would make them capable, do not looke vpon me, 

Left with this pittious aftion you conuert 
My fterne effects, then what I haue to doe 
W-11 want true colour, teares perchance for bloud. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham . Doeyou fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there 1 fee* 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Ger . No, nothing but cur fclues. 
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